fro across the Channel Number 10 would soon be able to
return to 165. Mr. Jackson would find his bankers ac-
commodating or the young lady's parents inclining to his
suit. In such language the cavaliers expressed the blooming
of hope. Charles held himself in readiness to rush to Eng-
land at a moment's notice. For years royalists had main-
tained that only CromwelPs satanic influence kept a loyal
people from returning to their allegiance. The hated Oliver
had seemed to contain within himself all the Puritan, re-
publican strength of England. For a few glorious weeks,
the exiles hoped that both Puritanism and republicanism
had died with him.

The days of waiting trailed off miserably into weeks of
despair. So far as these observers in Flanders could see,
CromwelPs son, Richard, had succeeded to his father's
title and power without even a show of resistance. Charles
resumed, with an ease which successive disappointments
had taught him, the old dissolute life and the reckless plot-
ting. The Low Countries no longer pleased him, but as
often as he tried to escape them for the congenial society
of his sister in Holland, the vigilant George Downing,
English Ambassador at The Hague, heard about it and
had him warned off. No matter how secretly he might
contrive his visit, this diplomat knew of it and was so bold
as to complain that the Dutch would not capture him
for surrender to English justice.

But Downing's masters had too much to worry about
at home to waste time vainly pursuing a man whom they
despised as a libertine lost to grace in the eyes of God.
Richard's Protectorate lacked the autocratic spirit which
had kept his father in power. Only Oliver had been able
to curb the fanaticism and suspicion of the army he had
moulded. The stern soldiers of the Lord would trust no
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